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“1'm golng to (le,” says the Widder Greene,
1" going to quit thix nirthly sceme t
1t nin't no place for mo to slay
Ju sueh a world as *tin to-tlay,
Suoh works and woys 1s too much for me,
Nobody can't let noboily be.
The girls Is Aovinced from top to toe,
Andl that's the hull o what they know,
Themen 1 anad on honds and stocks,
Swentin’ an’ shiootin® an® plekin’ locks.
1'w rent wfrald Pl be hanged mysell
10 1 ain't lald on my final shelf.
There aln'ta ereatur but knows to-duy
1 never was lunatie any way,
1ut sinece erary folks all go free,
1'm dreadful afrald they’ll hang up me!
There's another thing that's pesky hard—
1 can’t go into a nelghbor*s yard
T'o say *Liow be yout' or borry a pln,
)ttt what the paper'll have It in:
“We're plessed to say the Whldar Greene
ook dinner a Tuesday with Mrs. Kene.'
O, 0ur worthy friend Mrs, Greene's gone
Down to Barkhamstead to see her son.*
tircat Jerusalem ! cant I stir
Without aerat<in® some fellor's fur?
I'iere ain't no privacy, so to say,
o more than I this was Judgment day.
Aund as for mectin'=l1 wunt to swear
Every thae put my head in there,
hy, even *Old Huodred®s® spiled aud done
Like everything elee under the sun §
1t used to be »o solemn and slow
sPralse to the Lord from wen below,*
Now It goes Hike a gallopin’ steer,
Highdiddio dididie ! tiere and hore.
Nu respeet to the Lowd above
Nomore'n ef he was hand and glove
With all the erecters e ever made,
Antdall the Jlges that was ever played,
I'reaehin® too=but there 1'm dumb—
ot I el you what! 1'd Hke it some
17 woodold Parson Nathan Strong
it o' his grave shonld eome ulong,
A0d give us o sthrin® 1aste o' tire—
Jilement and justios 1s my destre.
"Taln't all Jove an' slekish sweet
That makes thic world or tother complete.
Bt law ! Imoll! 1% better be dead
VWhan the sorkd's a<turning over my head ;
Soorits talkin® hke tarnal fools,
Holes kleked out of district schiools,
Cragy eritters asmurdering round—
Honest folks betier be under the ground,
&0 fare-ye-well, this airthly seene
No more'll be pesteredfuy Widdoer Greencs
=Daltimore Sun,

Lost _:;ﬁE Fonnd._

I was a young doctor, not overbur-
tirned with practice, when 1 sut half
dozlng In my surgery one stilling
August alternoon sml wns aroused by
o bustle In the street and a ery, *llere
i3 a doctor! Ring the Lell!”

By the time the ring was answercod
I was wide nwake aud had my “pro-
fessional expression” on, Two men
eamoe in. wnd one held in his arws o
limp, renscless fligure, a Loy about
throe years old, covered with bleod
Howing fromn a gash In his hend, 1
took the little fellow In my own arms
sind carrled him to the sofa, while the
men brought mo water and scemed
depply interested in all my move-
en's,

A broken arm and the deep cut on
the head kept me busy some time,
Tott at last my little patient was made
corifortable a3 possible, and was
mouning with recoverlng consclous-
pLLLR '

“Ilave you far to carry him?” |
atked ona of the men.

*Weo don't own him,” was tho an.
fwer. “llo was asrunning scross the
w'reel, aud » horse kicked him over,
Jium, here,” indicating his compsnion,
*'he picked hln up, and I come along
1o help Gud a doctor, cause him can't
road,”

*Needn't a-shoved that in!" Jim
growled, turning red. *“Poor little
chap, how he groans |

*1 will give him something to quiet
Lilm presently,' I suld, “and will send
word (o the station-house If his name
is not on his clothes.”

‘T he men departed, and [ lifted myl

charge once nore and went up stairs
to my mother's room, over the sur-
gery.

It did not take many minutes to
enlist her sympathies, and wo un-
tresned the cbild and put him In her
wide bed, hoping to find some mark
upon his clothing. There wus noue,
nmd when [ saw this [ spoke frankly,
**Mather, there ls just one chance for
the little fellow's life, and that is
perfect qulet, Ile will have fever,
probubly be ddelirious, and to carry
Lim to n hospltal, or even to Lis own

home, may be futal. I will send werd
to the station house, aud than—"

“You know [ will nurse him, John,"”
my mother sald. “If his mother
comes, ahie must do as she thinka best,
but wuntil she comes, leave him to
m.."

I wrote a description of the child’s
loug brown curls and brown eyes, of
tho delicate sult of clothes in which
he was dressed, and sent it to the
station. No call being inade In threo
days, | advertised him for a week,
sud stlll he was not clalmed. 1t was
very wsirange, for the child's pure,
delieate skin and dalnty clothing
ssemed to mark Llm as the chlld of
wealth.

But while he lay unknown, my lit.
tle patient was struggling hard for
life agsinst fover and Injuries. llo
was dilerlous for many daye, calling
pltifully for “Mamma=-pretty mams
ma!” vegging her not lo go away,
and making our hiearts ache by oflen
erying, “Oh, Aunt Luey, don't beat
Freddie! Freddle will be good!”
or, “Grandma, grandma, don't!” In
cries of extreme terror.

Mother would get go exeiled with
indiguatlon over those cries, that I
saw the child had won a lond place
fu her warm hesrt,

“Ile hias been illsireated, Juhn, the
pretty darling !” sho would say, *“I
bope the eruel people who could hurt
such a baby will never find him
agalu.”

She would rock him in her own
motherly arms, would spend sleepless
nights watching beside him, potling
and fondling him till ho seemed even
in hus delirium to know her love, and
wunld nestle up to her for protection
agsinst the phantoms of his own o=
vered Imagination,

The second week of hia stay with
us was closlng, and Freddie hind re
galned his reason and was on the road
tu recovery, when oune mormng a
carrlage dashed up to my door, and
two ladies alighted,

They wore rustling siks of the
latest fashilon, and were evidently
mother and daughter. The young
Indy was very besutiful, a pertect
blonde, and dressed 1n exquisite
tasle.

“Dr. Mornll 2" inquired the young-
er lndy,

I bowed, -
“We canlled In auswer to an adver.
tisement vegarding achild, my grand.
aon.  You will probsbly think it
strange we haye not boen here bes
fore, but we were obliged to leave
town the day before he was lost, aud
have Just returned. The nurse who
fiad him 10 churge ran away, and
while we suppuored him safe at homne,
ho has been lying in s bospital, per-
Lisps dying."

“We were ncarly distracted on our
return,” sald the young lady, “when
wo missed our darling, but an in-
quiry ot the station house sent us
here. The officer also showed us
your adveriisement. “Whero Is our
dear child 7"

“Ile 18 hore,” I answored, “undor
my mother’s cuve, and, L am happy to
say, doing well.” ‘

An unmistakable look of disap-
pointment crossed the fuces of my
visitora, but the oliler one sald, “Can
we seo him, dgotor |"

I avked permission to announce
thelr coming In to my mother, and
left the ladles mlone. When I re-
turned, nfter some five minutes ab-
senceo, I was struck by the changes in
their faces. The youunger one was
pale as ashes, aud the elder one had a
sol, bard look of determinstion, as if
uerved by some sudden resolution.

Iled the way 1o my mother's bed-
room, where Freditie wus in a pro-
found slumber. The younger lady
shrank back In the shadow of the
bed curtnine, but the mother advanced
and bent over the child,

There was a moment of profound
sllence; then, In & hard vol'ce, Ihe
Indy sald, “I am vory morry to have
put you to so muoch trouble, Doctor
Morrill, This Is not the child we
lost.”

A heavy fall startiod us, and |
turned to see tho young siranger
senseless on the fluor, “The dlsap.
pointment is too wuch for her. We
80 hoped to find my grandson.”

1 did not reply. The delirious rav-
Inge of tho child were silll ringlog
: 3

In my ears ns ho ploaded with the threw up her vell, gavo one screech,
hiarsh grandmeother and aunt. 1did and would ha' fallen on the ground
not belleve the old lady's statement, if tho shafta and [ hadn't a-cotched
but having no proof of thie contrary, her atween us, Do you think, sir,
1 was forcod to accept It, 1" hils mother

Long after my visitors had de- At that momentthestrangor opened
parted, the beautiful blonde still & palr of Iarge eyes, and brown and
trembling aud white, mother and I solt as Freddle’s own, and murmured

talked of their sirango conduot.

“It s evident they wish to dony the
ehild,” [ snid,

“[am giad of 11, mother replied.
“We will keep him, John. o shall
have a grandina Lo love, not to fear,”

Bo summer and early autumn wore
awsy, sndl Freddle was dear to us as
If he had clalm of kinship. llls rare
beauty, his proclous Intellect, and
lila loving hLeart had completed the
fascination commenced by our plty
for his sullering, weakness and lone-
liness. Lo called us “grandma’ and
“Unecle John,” and clung to us with
the most affectionate caresees,

We tned in valn, trom his childish
prattle, to gain some clue to his pa-
rentage or relatives. lle told us hin
papa had gone *‘far, far off,” and
wamma had “gone to papa ;" and re
we concluided he was un orphan, and
I often heard mother telling him of
beautitul heaven, where his parents
waltad for thelr little Loy.

Of his grandmotlier and Auut Lucy
he spoke with shrinking rear, and
acemed 1o have wn equal drend of
Susan, whom we judgwml 10 Le the
nurse. Busan wns talking 1o na tall
man, he told us, who buxed his enrs
and told him to go home, when, trys-
ing 10 eszape, e ran under the horse's
hoofs and was hurt.

DBeing blessed with ample means,
mother and I had quite decided to
formully adopt pretty Fredidie when
lie had been a litile longer unclulmed
iu our iouse, The convalescence of
tho child requiring fresh air without
too much exvreise, | made & hubit of
teking him with moin my Jdslly drive
to visit my patients,

Dennls, my coachman, was very

In & falnt voice, “Freddie! Did Isee
my boy "

i Thon her eyos fell upon her chlld,
and In & moment she was on hor
knees before hun, clasping him to her
heart, kissing Lilm, sobling over him
tiil mother Lroke out erylng, too, snd
1 was obliged to ansume my “profes-
sional expression” by sheer foroe of
will.

“Come, come,” I mld gently,
“Freddie has been very ill. and can-
not bear #0o much excltement.”

This quicted the mother In an In-
stant, and she rose still holding the
chlld’s hand In hers.

“Is It my boy?"” she eald, looking
into my lace.

“Froddle,” [ asked, 18 this mame
ma "

“Yen," sald the little fellow, de.
cldedly, "of course It Is. My own
pretly mamima, come from heaven,”

She recled back at the Innocent
|worda, nid would hiave fullen hind 1

not enught her and put her vice
more in the arm-chuir.

“Come from heaven 1" ahie repeatad,
with ashy lips and gasping breath,
“They told mo ho wos dead—my
boy, my Froddie—that he wan run
over and Killed—the nurse saw him
fall under the hovse's feet.'”

“Dut, you see, he was not killad,”
imaother sald In a gentle tone, “but In
well aud strong again '

And then, wotloning me to keap
silent, mother told the whilow of the
child’s Injuriea nnd tccovery, of his
winning ways and our love for him.

“And you Kept him and nursed
him!" she sald, Kisslng motber's
hands. *“Oh, what can I ever do for
you to prove my gratitude? Fred-

fond of Freddie, nnd very careful | 4i¢ my boy, how you must love the

#0 | was not atinll to leave my little
charge with hiim while I was indoors,
and he was very happy, chalting
with the guoed-natured Leishman, aud
waltlng my coming,

It wus carly In November, and |

mother had dressed Freddie for the
firat thue In a Jaunty suit of velvet,

with u duinty velvet cap over hils!

brown curls, when one morning 1
sent him out with Dennls until I was
rendly to start, Looking out, [ saw
him standing on the pavement, giv.
Ing Nut, my heorse, n long earvot he
procured In the kitchen, while Dens
nis stood mear guarding the curly
head from any mischief,

I was making my flual preparations
for departuro, when [ hewrd o prere-
ing scream under my window, and
Deunia saying, ,,'Jabers, he's fuinted,
the crather !"

While Freddia criod, *Mamma—
pretly mamma "

I ran out hastliy, to soe an odd ta-
bleau. Dennis was supporting in
his long arms a slender figure in deep
mourning, nlf leaning on the shaftw,
wiile Freddie clung to lier skirts,
sobbing, “Mumma—mamma "

A few passers-by stood near, mak-
Ing various suggestions, and Nat
looked gravely over Denunls’ shoul-
dera, as If he could say a groat deal
If he had the nclination.

“Dring her in, Dennis,” I sald,

“I'll do that same, sir,” was the
reply, as Donnls lifted the littlo figure
like & feather welght, and crossing
the pavement, came Into tne surgery.
I shut out the curious people who
followed, and Freddie clung last to
the Llsck dress, never ceasing hia
loud cries of *Oh, mammal It |=
my mamnia ¢come home to Freddle!
Mamwa—pretty mamimal”

The sound rang through the house,
reaching my mother's ears, who was
in her room., Bhe came hurrying
down the stalrs, and entered the sur-
gery just as Donnls deposited his
burden in an erin chair. Compre-
hending the situstlon at a glance,
mother tenderly removed the heavy
orape vell and bonnet, luosening s
shower of brown curls round s mar-
ble white face, silll lnsensible,

*“You see, sir," sald Donnls, “Maser
Freddie had just given rhe horse the
last of the carrot, and was runniug up

sud down, when thp poer crathur

CRind Jady”

“Yes,” amsented Froddie, “that's
lgrandma snd  this Is Unele John,”
(aml I was dragged forward,

“I cannot understand It all,” the
mother said. *Did no one know he
' was here—my motheran-law? Wil
you let me tell you,"” she udded, looks
Ing st mother and myself, “how wmy
boy was loat 2"

“1f you will deink thiafieet,” Lsalo
giving her a quicting bevorage.

She obeyad at once, and tuking ofl
Freddie's cap, lifted him to her Inp
while sho told her story, When we
saw tho two fnlr fuces so close to-
gether, any lngering doubt we might
have had of the stranger’s ¢laim van-
[shed at once. Even In parent and
child the resemblance betwoen the
woman and her boy was wonderful,
The same brown halr and eyes, the
same delleato features and complex-
fun, the sume chilid-like expression,
marked both eountenances, LEven,
to the pallil, wasted look of recent
suflering the resemblunce was per-
fect,

“I must tell you firet who [ am,”
our visitor suld, *1am the wilow of
Col. Woat who died of cholera in Liv-
erpool only two weeks ago. o was
taken suddeuly and [ waa telegraphiod
to come to him. We hnd parted,” she
added turning to mother, *“because
his business had ealled him. to Liver:
pool, snd he was afrald to have Fred-
die and e go there on account of the
cholera, Dut when 1 heard he was Il
I went to him at once, leaving my boy
with my hushand's mother and sister.
I know they were not very fond of
him, but 1 had no cholce. I dured
not (ake him to Liverpuol with the
cholera reging thore, and I Lad no
whero clse to leave him. I tound my
husband very I, but he was recover-
ing, when he had s relapse. lle rallled
from that, and took cold, I think, er
over fatigued hlmself, bringing on s
second relupso that proved falal,—
During all his lliness I heard ouly
twice of Freldle—once that he was
well, once that he had been killed In
the street. I came home only two
days ago, and they would tell me
nothing of where—be was buried—
nothiug but the bare fact of his death.
I—I—oh, do pot blame me !—I was on
my way to the river to end it all,
whon I met Freddle.”

Mothor looked at me and whis-

pered, “Tho grawhmother who had
beat Freddie hins driven bher mul.
Let her slay with me while you try
and find out somothing about her.”

“But I have no right 1o forco my-
self into hier private affairs,” 1 sald.

“She Is Freddle's muther that glves
you aright.”

It would be tedlouns to tell In detail
all the long conversation that ful-
lowed § but suthorized by Mrs. West,
[ called upon her husband’'s lawyor,
and there heard her story.

] think,"” the lawyer sald, confl-
dontlally, “that the Wosts are the
proudest people I ever saw—proud
of thelr family, thelr money and then
beauty, Cnrroll West was the only
son, Lucy the only danghter, when
the old man died. Ie lett & consid-
eruble fortune, but Carroll hus lu-
crensed hin share of it to lmmense
wealth, 1lia mothor wan very dealr-
ous of having him imeke a great
mateh, snd proportionutely furious
when he married alittle, dark-oyed
scumstress, of no family In purticular,
and working for a living.”

“Lthought of the exquisito face,
the low, toender voice of Freddiv's
wanimn, and mentally noplauded Car-
roll’a chaiee,

SCnrroll,” continued the lawyer,
“had sutlicient goud sense 1o Keep up
his own extablisliment until he wene
Into u heavy cotton speculntion that
enlled hitm to Liverpool ut the helght
of the cholers. Then he lefe his wife
and ehilil under Lis mother's eare,
and before he weont winde his willi—
Now, doetor,” sald the lnw) er, speaks=
ing slowly and with murked emphne-
s14, “that will lenves hnif hisa fortune
to his wife, half to his ehild, but In
easy of the denth of the ehild, the halr
thnt in his goes 1o Mrs, West and her
dnughter Luey. I the mwother dies,
all goes (o the child, 1o revert again
to the Wusts, If Lo dies without di-
reet hielrsa. Do you see ¥"

1 &id seee. 1 aaw agaln the hard de-
termined fuce leaning over the sleep-
lug ehlld, denying kil the weaker
waoman sanctioning  the deceit, but
talling senseleas in the room. 1 un-
derstoodl now  the divappoiniment
that had greeted the tidings that the
child was ueither dead nor dylngs
but recovering, It was ull clear 1o mo
now, but [ shuddered as 1 reealled the
mother's foce when she confessed
that #he fhwl contemplated suicide
rathoer thau bear hier widowed, child.
less lut.

We conid never tell whetlier tho
unnatural grandmother and aunt
would have risked a logal 1mmvestiga-
tion, The recognition between
mothor and child was complete, aml
the clothing we had reserved was
fully ldentified, Mra. West did not
return (o her mother-in-law, For
some weeka she wnas iy mother's
gueat and my patient, Leing pros-
trated with a low, nervous fever, nnd
then she took the house next our own,
her own elaim and Freddie's to Cor-
roll Wost’'s property Lelng uundis-
pultad,

Wo wero warm friends for twn
years, and Mrs. Wost, Sr., with the
besutiful blonde, were ocoaslonnl
visitors at the wildow's house ; but
when the vivlet took the pluice of
crapo and hombazine, and [ ventured
to ask Adelulde West If o second love
could comtort her for the ope she hal
lost, el wmy mother became Ired-
dle's grandmothor in trath, when his
“pretly mamma” beenme my wife.

Mrs, West Ia dead, and Lucy mar.
vied to a titted Ialisn, wito sdmired
her blonde beauty, hut unlike ton
many of his compatriots, finds tho?
lovely lady full able to tuke caro
of her own interest, and guard ler
money agninust Lis too profuse expun~
titure,

Othier children eall me papa and
Adelnido mammma ; but L do not think
I give uny of them & warmer or truer
love than 1 teel for brown-eyed Fred.
dle, who was *'Lost and Found,”

A prominent cltizen of this place
tells un s story that, however lnereil.
ible 1t may seem Lo our renders, Is
trua. Bome thine ago s farmer In
Jlowaril county gavo the son of this
gentleman a very small rlg. It wan
Lrought to this place and put intn a
Fon. nt the night following the day
t was brought uver, it made its es.
cape, awam the river amd went back
1o 1ta original home In Howard couns

ty, s distance of four mil
t{t —Boonevilie 'I‘:ml'e. ol




